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He

.ere was high summer of 1934 %&& with it the opening
of Glyndebourne Opera House, the wing of a country
mansion in a fold of the Sussex Downs. In building it John
Christie made one of the gestures of the remaining peaceful
years. And I see no reason to change the view expressed of
it then: " This opera house is an accretion to a history
of civilization that to-morrow may try to sweep away, yet
it belongs to an aristocracy of taste that must endure through
wars and revolutions. Mozart will be pkyed in this house
long after the material conditions of the Glyndebourne
Festival have been changed beyond knowledge." This can
be considered as sure as the blooming of the same flowers
in the gardens of Glyndebourne and the survival of the same
wooded prospect from the terrace; and what was a rich
man's plaything will not in the end be his Folly. The singers
of Salzburg, many of them refugees from their own stages,
were brought over in numbers, so that from now onward
the English lover of Mozart had litde reason to seek his
festivals abroad.
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